Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
Still, Dugommier was sagacious enough to order an-
other attack on that fort; resolute enough to keep the
drums from beating any premature retreats. Toulon must
be taken before the new year.
So, on the tenth of December, in a blinding rain-storm,
the columns formed. Cannon-flares could scarcely be seen,
and whole companies lost each other in the darkness; but
sufficient gained the palisades to breach them and set
the Spaniards and English flying. They fell back on the
last defense, then raced headlong for the city. Napoleon,
who with the gallant Muiron and old Dugommier led
the attack, now brought up his guns and turned them,
with those of the fort, on the ships at anchor.
Below, in the murk, though they could see neither sail
nor mast, even by the light of the bombardment, he knew
the ships were weighing anchor- Then suddenly he saw
clearly enough, as magazine and powder-ship went up,
lighting the town, the surrounding hills, and the harbor.
Silhouettes struggled feverishly at the capstans and hal-
yards, trying to heave up the anchors, to raise fluttering
bits of topsail; and the quais were crowded with kneeling
figures imploring the English sailors to take them away
from la guillotine's vengeance. Their prayers unheard,
they flung themselves into a sea as violently agitated
from the explosions as any shaken by an earthquake.
For hours they saw these tiny silhouettes in the inter-
mittent flashes; then dawn came, revealing the ships in
a long-drawn-out queue far out at sea. By noon they had
entered Toulon.
For a Christmas present, though in the Revolution they
did not think so much of sacred festivals, they made
Napoleon a brigadier.
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